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hero. I have been told I was the little boy who rolled
downstairs in his nightgown, in the story of the Pick-
wick Club entertainment, but do not remember the
actual occurrence.

Louisa was evidently quite awkward, and in many
ways not house broke; also absent-minded and careless,
as is the traditional author. It seems that her manners
at table were commented upon once too often by other
members of her family. She decided not to stand it.
So one morning she managed to be the first at breaMast,
and when the remainder of the family turned up
in the dining room they were greeted with a strange
sight. Louisa had pinned the New York Tribune
around her head and was wearing it like a great helmet.
The pages reached the table and completely covered
her plate. Only her hands were visible. At inter-
vals they would come out, take something, and retire
behind the paper again. For weeks she kept this up
and no amount of pleading would stop her, until there
was a general abject apology from the whole family.

None of the second generation appreciated the
Concord atmosphere. Louisa tells of her astonishment,
when grown, to learn that no society was so fine or
intellectual as that of her childhood.

The saddest results of this strangely intellectual
atmosphere was the number of spinsters it produced.
The Misses Blood were always a curious sight to me.
Their house, way up in the woods, was chair to chair
and bureau to bureau, completely around the rooms,
with priceless old Colonial furniture, but their econo-
mies were a revelation. Every Sunday they would
stop in front of the Old Manse at the foot of the avenue